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Its an early Spring day, daffodils edge the perim- 
eter of the win owe wall. The studio is filled with 
sunlight. The windows are floor to ceiling, spread- 
ing across the full length of the lower part of the 
house. A piano is situated at the other end of the 
studio which is used during lesson times. The girl is 
there inside, wearing her pink tights, black leotard, 
nn and a floral printed skirt over top of the 
eotard. 


I could see her so clearly through the studio win- 
dows. She is at the barre with her right leg extended 
on the top part of the bar, raising her left arm over 
her head to stretch it over her extended leg. Then 
she switches legs to stretch in the other direction. A 
series of toe shoe exercises follows to warm up her 
feet, some plies and arm movements, all in prepara- 
tion for what is to ensue. Repetitive and disciplined 
exercises were necessary to set your mind to focus 
on the task. 


Hungarian | a violin composition, is 
playing on the record player in the corner where the 
mirrored wall meets the barre. Her dance teacher, 
Mrs. Caplette, is standing in front of the mirrors, 
gently moving, in thought about the music. She is 
a youthful teacher, 35, lean and fit with the most 
loving and nurturing personality. Dance is her 
passion and she shares all her heart and knowledge 
generously. She is also wearing a leotard and tights 
with a light chiffon skirt over at her waist. This is her 
standard outfit for all dance classes. Mrs. Caplette 
teaches according to the Royal Academy of Dance 
standards. Disciplined dance criteria, with exams 
each x to accredit your skill. Some teachers were 
painfully strict and carried a pointing stick to tap at 
the parts of your body needing correction. 


Mrs. Caplette did not teach this way she taught with 
love and careful attention. 


The girl is now listening to music, contemplating 
what the music is saying to her. It was like this for 
every new piece, time had to be taken to listen over 
and over until a picture came into their heads of 
what the theme would be. Her teacher insisted on 
this quiet time together to find the meaning, to feel 
the dance, to see the dance. This music is a sad piece, 
one that speaks to your heart. Mrs. Caplette decides 
it will be about ‘love lost. The girl is just 14, she had 
not yet experienced love or loss. es 


This style of dance is referred to as a demi-charac- 
ter piece where the dancer is telling the story ex- 
ressed not only through her dancing technical skills 
But with her face, body and use of limited props. Itis 
a huge challenge to convince and convey this to the 
audience and most importantly the adjudicator. She 
must become ‘that woman’ struggling with lost love. 


This dance piece would be performed at the up- 
coming Dance Festival. James Clouser would adju- 
dicate, so it needed to be right. He was one of the 
choreographers for the Royal Winnipeg Ballet. For _ 
young dancers it was an honour that he was adjudi- 
cating. 


I watched as the girl moved to the music, surren- 
dering, seeking the need to feel, to allow the move- 
ment to unfold from within her without structure. 
Her teacher observed as the girl moved, she handed 
her a frame which, although empty, would sym- 
bolize a photo of her loved one. Mrs. Caplette was 
writin Jove the dance steps so they could work 
a the full piece of the music. 


She sees that the girl has heard the language of 
the music and the theme. Together they work on 
the steps and the props, a picture frame, a flowered 
headband with ribbons, to symbolize a wedding 
headdress and a trunk where these few remem- 
brances would be stored. It is complete, the dance is 
ready after 3 hours of planning and working through 
the movements. Now, practice for a month until the 
performance to perfect the emotions, to facially ex- 
a them, to cry for this woman who had lost her 

usband to the war. 


Finally, performance day is here. Mrs. Caplette 
and the a are backstage wae to be summoned 
to oe I watch the girl carefully prepare her- 
self, using her nerves to fuel her emotions. Then she 
steps on stage, embracing that moment with all that 
she has inside of her. She dances without abandon, 
capturing the audiences emotions as the music also 
stirs them. She shares the story, the anguish, the an- 
ger and in the end the tears. The small crowd stands 
to applaud her, she curtsies and gracefully leaves the 
stage. She receives an outstanding mark from the 
adjudicator with high o for her demi-character 
abilities in portraying her role. The girl is pleased 
as is her teacher. There is no great fanfare about her 
performance, humility and grace are the important 
qualities a dancer must display. 


Meanwhile, life will go back to lessons, weekend 
Vancouver Ballet practices, taping each of her toes 
so not to damage them too much from the toe shoes. 
Hours of waiting to dance your section of the corps 
de ballet pieces with the other aspiring ballerinas. 
Mothers waiting patiently in corridors, knitting, 
mending ribbons, cutting moleskin to fit inside the 
girl’s shoes Or simply supporting their daughters 
who, during this brief time of their lives, have heard 
the music and have felt their hearts fly. 


They will continue the hunt for new pieces of music 
that will stir their imagination and creativity. 


Many years have passed, many different dances 
have captured the girl, certainly undisciplined now 
for years. Freedom dancing, in fields, in bars, at 
parties and functions. I still watch the girl, she is 
a shadow now, in my mind. She dances in and out 
depending on the music that is playing, but always 
dancing, moving freely without thinking. My bones 
‚cannot keep up with her anymore but my spirit is 
with her through each movement, with every song 
change a new dance begins. And so it goes, on and 
on, never lost regardless of physical limitations the 
dance is in my mind and body forever. The dance 
continues. 


